They were Love's graves, or else he is no where.

Yet lies not Love dead here, but here doth sit

Vow'd to this trench, like an anachorite;

And here, till her's, which must be his death, comes

He doth not dig a grave, but build a tomb.

Here dwells he; though he sojourn ev'ry where

In progress, yet his standing house is here;

Here, where still evening is, not noon nor night.,

Where no voluptuousness, yet all delight.

In all her words, unto all hearers fit,

You may at revels, you at councils, sit.

This is Love's timber, youth his underwood;

There he, as wine in June, enrages blood,

Which then comes seasonablest when our taste

And appetite to other things is past.

Xerxes' strange Lydian love, the platane tree,

Was lov'd for age, none being so old as she,

Or else because, being young, Nature did bless

Her youth with age's glory, barrenness.

If we love things long sought, age is a thing

Which we are fifty years in compassing;

If transitory, things, which soon decay,

Age must be loveliest at the latest day,

But name not winter-faces, whose skin's slack,.